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The moſt Pious and Eminenwr, 


ZOHN, HEWITT. 


| After an Ebb we mult expe& a Flow : 
Or lace Experience makes this Maxime gool, 
A Flood of Tears ſuccceds an Ebb of Blood. 
HE IT T's deparcure makes a Tempeſt (ec. 
His ebbing Body left us flowing Eyes. 


ere 2s and Reaſon both do plainly ſhow, 


I I. 


Come then, my Muſe, let's labour to difti]1 
Thorough the Limbeck of my mourning Quill 
Such hearty Tears, thar Crily May Vic 
A Zealot ro a pertect appe.ticc 
OF Love and Pity ; an ler thoſe that never 
Knew how to weep, noiv Icarn 


I1T. 
But ffay, my Cenius, will theſe cap*to 1s Tir *X 
Indure the ouch oc; ouwr Flogtio s I anzs 
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Since he is dead, report it thou, my Miſc, 

U:to the World as Grief, and not as News, 

Hark how Religion {ighs , the Pulpit g:ones, 

And Tears run trickling down the fenllcts ſtones ! 
That Church which was all Ears,is now turn'd Eyes, 
The Mother weeps, and all her Children cries, 


V. 


Does Rachel mourn ? Oh blame her not,for {he 

Has loſt her Darling in his Infancy ' 

She looks upon it as a ſignal Croſs, 

But knows that he has gained by her loſs. 
She grieves, and hopes her griefs are underſtood, 
Her Children that ſuck'd Milk, may now ſuck Blood. 


11 tO weep 1Or ever. ff 
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VI. 


But hark ! there's ſomething whiſpers in my ear, 
A Famine in Religion now grows near ; 
Her Zeal-parch*d Corn hangs down it's drooping head, 
And turns to dirt, which might have prov'd good Bread. 
How fad it 1s, that Children mult nor cat : 
Religion will inde Mouthes, but where's the Meat ? 


V II. 


Ah ſanguine dayes ! When ſuch tall Cedars fall, 

Danger draws near, and threatens Shrubs and all. 

The ſentle(s Ax, chat nothing underſtood, 

Cur off his Lice, an dy*d it felt in Blood. (ſtand 
When Troy was burnt, the nerghb*ring Towns did 
Expe@ing then their doom was near at band. 


V I IT. 


* Treas H+-, whoſe careful Zeal, and zealous Care 
\V 4: 4,vayc> Jab ring duly to prepare 
R413 01 V.ands, that his Flock mighr be 
NG pamper |, but well fred wh Charity : 
: q " 1 "6. 
Bu now, At row, be'> withngly ret d 
\Where he'll be wviclt, as he was here aumir'd! 


I X. 


Bleſt Soul ! Since thy unhappy-happy Fate 

Hath (ſo (oon made thee more than fortunate, 

[ will furceaſe my grief, and onely ſhed 

Some reall drops, onely becauſe rth'art dead. 
"Tis Nature, not Religion, makes us weep : 
Manners forbids a noiſe whilſt friends do {leep. 


X. 


No more, my Muſe, it 15 enough we know 

He is tranſplanted from this World below 

Unto a glorious Manſion, in whoſe Quire 

There is no fear of Plots, nor thoughts of Fire. 
That Court of Faſtice periods all his ſtrife, 
And gives what here he loſt ; I mean, New Life. 
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